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the farm for the night, but preferred even on
flax-days to get up at one, take the heavy flax-
brake on his shoulder and in pitch darkness
struggle along the muddy track.

Flax-clays were among the most exhausting of
the days he had to labour for the master. Nearly
always a competition would spring up to see who
could brake; most flax, and that went on from two
in the morning to daylight; a dram of spirits
was the only refreshment one got all that time.
Then came breakfast, and after that the men
went into the forest to gather stakes until it was
too dark to see.

That was how people worked in Finland dur-
ing those happiest decades in the nation's history
when the march of material and spiritual pro-
gress was at its fastest even among this lowly
people, who feared God and sincerely loved
their great and kind ruler.

Janne Toivola carried out his plan to earn
money in the winter by freighting paper. He
earned money; coming home from a two-days'
journey he might have more than ten marks in
his bag. Paper had not yielded the whole of
that sum; part of it came from the sale of
butter. But the money had one curious property:
you never knew where it went. Hard to say
whether the family were any better off than
before. But the drawbacks attendant on freight-